THE GIRAFFES

Yet still, within the cage, the tiger stared
With eyes that through old jungle midnights glared.
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I SAW, between a page's turning,
Shapes on the distant desert burning.
Shadows running, swift and far.
Where the white clouds of morning are.

It was the herds of gold giraffes

That couple with the hippogriffes,

And run with tireless shoulders bare

To the more golden desert air:                          10

The joyous herds that feed on leaves

The sun from hidden rhizomes weaves,

And bathe with great, strong-striding flanks

Where hidden waters press their banks:

The herds that sleep not through the night,

But fly through miles of cool blue light,

Circling never nearer than

Seven long leagues in sight of Man:

The gentle herds that die unseen

In Chfs stone vale of age-carved green,              20

And whose delight is still to run

Like wind between the sands and sun.

I hid the thought that suddenly
Troubled my mind's tranquillity.
" What if those golden beasts should find
The secret out before mankind ?
And if their draught of movement's wine
Teach them before these books of mine ?
If they are nearer to the True
Than Wisdom ?" pierced doubt's arrow through, 30
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